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aunt. My map says that your Turk is not so honest a man as your Christian - I cannot find by the map that your Mufti is orthodox - whereby it is a plain case, that orthodox is a hard word, aunt, and (hiccup]
Greek for claret.
Sings
To drink is a Christian diversion. Unknown to the Turk or the Persian:
Let Mahometan fools
Live by heathenish rules, And be damn'd over tea-cups and coffee.
But let British lads sing,
Crown a health to the King, And a fig for your Sultan and Sophy.
Ah, Tony!                               [Foible whispers Lady W.
Lady. Sir Rowland impatient ? Good lack! what shall I
do with this beastly tumbril? - Go He down and
sleep, you sot - or as I'm a person, I'll have you
bastinadoed with broomsticks. Call up the wenches
with broomsticks.
Sir Wil. Ahay? Wenches, where are the wenches? Lady. Dear Cousin Witwoud, get him away, and you will
bind me to you inviolably. I have an affair of moment
that invades me with some precipitation - you will
oblige me to all futurity. Wit. Come, Knight. - Pox on him, I don't know what to
say to him - will you go to a cock-match ? Sir Wit. With a wench, Tony ? Is she a shakebag, sirrah ?
Let me bite your cheek for that. Wit. Horrible! He has a breath like a bagpipe, - Ay, ay,
come will you march, my Salopian ? Sir Wil Lead on, little Tony - I'll follow thee my
Anthony,  my Tantony.  Sirrah,  thou shalt be my
Tantony, and I'll be thy Pig.
- And a Fig for your Sultan and Sophy. Lady. This will never do. It will never make a match. -
At least before he has been abroad.